











was so cold that it left the skin feeling burned and tingling. Claudia had 
to be back in Filacciano at five-thirty. 

“What?” Don Francesco asked. “When you don’t start filming till 
nine?” 

“Yes, because, you see, while I am being made up, Marcello’s hair is 
done, and then they make him up while my hair is done.” 

On our way back we stop in a village, near Filacciano, where Don 
Francesco has his studio. A boy, who seems to know the artist’s work by 
heart, helps him to show us his pictures. 

But Claudia quietly reminds us of her professional duties, and, too 
soon, we go back to Filacciano. As we drive slowly out of the village, a 
crowd of youths passes Claudia’s window and all of them sing out: “Bona!” 
It seems impossible to me that they should not have recognized her, but that 
shout was too anonymous. That is one of the differences between the 
capital and this hidden countryside so near it. 

Back in Filacciano, we pay a hasty visit to Francesco’s magnificent 
garden, on the slope that leads to the Tiber, between the chateau and the 
kitchen garden. 

After an hour’s nap, I join Fellini, Marcello, Whirlwind, Francesco, 
Claudia and Carolyn in the dining room of the chateau. Piero Gherardi, 
the guest of honor—he and Francesco have been friends since childhood, 
and it was Piero who told Fellini about the village square—arrives just 
as we are finishing dinner, but everyone is much too fond of him to be 
offended by his disregard for convention. 

Francesco asks Marcello about the picture. He answers in that easy 
voice of a nice boy to whom life is being good. “The exciting thing for 
us is not knowing what we’ll be doing tomorrow. Isn’t that like life? Does 
one ever know what’s going to happen from one day to the next?” 

But the film is still a secret, and this conversation can go no further. 
Besides, we are all full of this new world that the film has opened to us. 
Federico and Marcello want to buy a few acres nearby. Francesco offers 
to help them find what they want. He asks Fellini, “What kind of place 
are you looking for?” 

“There must be plenty of trees,” is the peremptory answer. 
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